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The Hiftme of 
I am as hot as molten Lead ,and as heauie too: God keepe Lead 
out of me, I need no more weight then mine owne Bowels. I 
haue led my rag ofMuffms where they are peperd : theres not 
three of my Tjo.leftaliue, and they arefor the townesend, to 
he°- duringlife.But who conies heere? Enter the Prince , 

prin. What ftand ft thou idl’eherc? lend me thy Sword, 
Many aNoble man lies ftarke and ftiffe 
Vnder thchoues of vaunting enemies, 

Whofe deaths are yet vnrcuengdy I prethee lend me thy fword. 

Eal. O Hd,l prethee giueme leauc to breath a while: Tu.rke 
Gregorie peuer did fuch deeds in armes, as I haue done this day : 
1 haue payd Percy, \ haue made him fure. 

Prin. He is indeed, and liuingto kill thee j 
I prethee lend me thy Sword. 

Ed. Nay, before God Hal, if Percy be aliue,thou getft not my 
Sword •, but take my Piftoll if thou wilt. 

Prin. Giueitme : what? is it in tha cafe ? 

Ed]. I Hal, tis hot, theres that willSacke a Citie. 

The ‘ Prince drawer it out ,and finder it a bottle of S ache. 

Prm. What : is it a time toieft and dally now. 

He thrower the Bottle at him. Exit. 

Ed. If Percy be aliue,Uc pifcrce him, if he do come in my way, 
fo: if he do not, if I come in his willingly, let him make a Carbo- 
nado ofine. I likthot fuch grinning honour as Sir Walter hath: 
giuc me life, which, if I can faue, fo: if not, honour comes vn- 
lookt for, and theres an end.! 1 ' . a ll 

V 'll :• -'di ■ ■ 1A ^ 

Alar me, excurfions, enter the King, the Prince, Lord I ohn 
of Lancafte-r, and Earle ofWeftmerland. 

King. IprethecH^, withdraw thy felfe, thou bleedeft too 
mucht Lord Iohn of Lancafter ,goe you with him. f 

P.Ioh. Not I,my L6rd,Vnlcfle fdid bleed too. 

Prin. 1 befeech your Maieftie make vp, 

Lcaft your retirement doc amaze your friends. . _ _ 
King. I will do fo; my L.o {Wcftmerland lead him to hlsTent. 
Weft. Come,my Lord, lie lead you to your Tent* 

Prm. Lead roemy Lord* l do not need your helpcj 
And God forbid a fhallow fcratch lliould dnue 



Henry the fourth. 

The/ > w«o/^/e/fromfuchaF;eId as thisj, 

Where flaindeNobilitielics troden on, 

And Rebels Armes triumph in maflacres. 

Iohn. Wee breath too long, come coofen Weftmerland, 

Our dutie this way lies : For Gods fake conic. 

Prin. By God, thou haft deceiude m t,Lancafter t 
I did not thinkc thee Lord,offuch a fpirit > 

Before I lou’d thee as a Brother, Iohn, 

But now r Idoerefpeft thee as my Soule. 

King. I faw him hold Lord Percy at thepoyct, 

With loftier maintenance then I did lookefor 
Of fuch an vngrowne Warrier. 

Prin. O, this Boy lends mettall to vs all. Exit. 

Dowg. Another King.they grow like Hydras heads, 

I am the Dowglat fm\\ to all thofe 

That wcarc thofe colours on them. What art thou 

That counterfeit!! theperfon of a King? 

King. The King bmife!fc,whaDo»’(j7^/gncues at heart. 

So many of his fhadowes thou haft met, 

And not the very King: IhauetwoBoyes. 

SeekeTwy and thy felfe, about the Field * 

But feeing thou falft on me fo luckily, 

I will a flay thee,and defend thy felfe. 

Dowg. I fearcthou art another Counterfeit*, 

And yet in fayth thou beareft thee like aKing : 

But mine 1 am fure thou art,who ere thou bej. 

And thus l winnethee, 

They fight, the Kingbemg in danger, enter Prince- of Wales. 
c Prin. Hold vp thy head vile Scot, or thou art like 
Neucr to Hold it vp againe,the fpirites 
Of valiant Sherly,Staford, Blunt, are in my Armes., 

It is the Prince of Wales, that threatens thee, 

Who ncuer promifcth,but hemeanes topay. 

They fight, Dowglas flyeth. 

Cheerely my Lord,how fares your Grace? 

Sir Nicholas Gawfey hath for fuccour fent. 

And fo hztkCltftcn .* lie to Qifiton ftraight. 

Kim-. Stay, and breath a while, 

* SC. a The^ ■ 
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